210                                SHEPPEY                             ACT 1

BRADLEY: You put on your coat, Sheppey,

SHEPPEY: Half a tick.  Shave or hair-cut?

REPORTER: Shave, I think.  Looks more natural.

BRADLEY: I'll just put a bit of lather on my face.

Miss GRANGE: I'll get my stool and pretend I'm doing your

nails.
SHEPPEY: 'Ere, who's being photographed,, Miss Grange,

you or me?
Miss GRANGE: Don't be a dog in the manger, Sheppey, I

only want it to make a good picture.
SHEPPEY:  You  might be  one  of them  Society beauties

shoving yourself in like that,  Albert '11 be wanting to

come in next,
REPORTER: She's all right, I like that.

\Thsy all get into  attitudes*    The  REPORTER looks
through his camera.

BRADLEY: Don't stand like that, Sheppey.  They won't see

anything but my legs.

SHEPPEY: They want to see my face, don't they?
REPORTER: Get on the other side of him.
SHEPPEY: You won't be able to see me.

REPORTER: Yes, I shall.   That's a good position.  Let me

see the razor.

BRADLEY: Not too near my face, Sheppey.
REPORTER; Hold it right out.

[SHEPPEY stretches out Ms arm.
REPORTER: That's right. Fine.

BRADLEY: [Noticing that ALBERT has edged in.} What are you
doing there, Albert? You get the hell out of there, see?

SHEPPEY: You don't want to break the camera, do you?

ALBERT: [Sulkily^ All right. One'd think you'd never been
photoed before. Fuss you make of it.